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"His was not a bad character," answered
Madame Nanteuil, "but he showed a lack of
tact A man of the world does not commit suicide
m such a manner. Poor boy, he had no breeding "

The hearse began its journey m the colossal
shadow of the Pantheon, and proceeded down the
Rue Soufflet, which is lined on both sides with
booksellers' shops. Chevaliei's fellow-players, the
employes of the theatre, the dnector. Dr. Socrates,
Constantin Marc, a few journalists and a few
inquisitive onlookers followed. The clergy and
the actresses took their seats in the mourning
coaches. Nanteuil, disregarding Madame Doulce's
advice, followed with Fagette3 in a hired coup6,

The weather was fine. Behind the hearse the
mourners were conversing in familiar fashion.

" The cemetery is the devil of a way ! "

" Montparnasse ?   Half an hour at the outside.**

"Do you know Nanteuil is engaged at the
Comedie-Frangaise ?"

"Do we rehearse to-day?" Constantin Marc
inquired of Romilly.

"To be sure we do, at three o'clock, in the
green-ioom. We shall rehearse till five. I am play-
ing to-night; I am playing to-moirow ; on Sunday
I play both afternoon and evening. Work is never
over for us actors; one is always beginning over
agaiiij always putting one's shoulder to the wheel.**